petty the names sounded! Here were simply three rooms
where children could play and friends shelter from the rain.
Yes, and they were beautiful.
Then she opened one of the doors opposite - there were
two - and exchanged wallpapers for whitewash. It was the
servants' part, though she scarcely realized that: just rooms
again, where friends might shelter. The garden at the back
was full of flowering cherries and plums. Farther on were
hints of the meadow and a black cliff of pines. Yes, the
meadow was beautiful.
Penned in by the desolate weather, she recaptured the
sense of space which the motor had tried to rob from her.
She remembered again that ten square miles are not ten
times as wonderful as one square mile, that a thousand
square miles are not practically the same as heaven. The
phantom of bigness, which London encourages, was laid
for ever when she paced from the hall at Howards End to
its kitchen and heard the rains run this way and that where
the watershed of the roof divided them.
Now Helen came to her mind, scrutinizing half Wessex
from the ridge of the Purbeck Downs, and saying: 'You
will have to lose something.' She was not so sure. For
instance, she would double her kingdom by opening that
door that concealed the stairs.
Now she thought of the map of Africa; of empires; of
her father; of the two supreme nations, streams of whose
life warmed her blood, but, mingling, had cooled her brain.
She paced back into the hall, and as she did so the house
reverberated.
'Is that you, Henry?5 she called.
There was no answer, but the house reverberated again.
'Henry, have you got in?5
But it was the heart of the house beating, faintly at first,
then loudly, martially. It dominated the rain.
It is the starved imagination, not the well-nourished,
that is afraid. Margaret flung open the door to the stairs.
A noise as of drums seemed to deafen her. A woman, an
old woman, was descending, with figure erect, with face
impassive, with lips that parted and said dryly:
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